Siam
there to welcome me, and when 1 climb by the
little ladder into my dwelling, built on piles
and without walls as it is, all seems hospitable
and good to me.
It is in the dead of night, preceded by a
Siamese torch-bearer, that I cross at last the
threshold of the colossal temple of Angkor-
Vat It had been my original intention not to
begin the pilgrimage before to-morrow at day-
break; but I was tempted by the proximity
of the temple, the stupendous mass of which
seemed almost to overhang my frail lodging.
Mounting a, flight of granite steps we reach
a gallery of prodigious length, which has the
intimidating sonority, and seemed at first to
have the silence of a cave; but no sooner do
we enter than it is filled at once with a multi-
tudinous sound of rustling.
This is the exterior gallery, which forms a
square, of a side some two hundred and fifty
y$rds long, and surrounds, like a sumptuous
outer corridor; the staged entanglement of the
central buildings. Its flagstones are carpeted
with a nameless soft substance which yields to
our footsteps, shedding a mingled odour of
musk and dung, And to the rustling which
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